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You Sometimes Drive Me Crazy (But | Worry About 
You) 


"Hate to say | told you so, but | told you so." 

"Stuff it, Ged." Grunting, labored breathing. "Ow, that hurts!" 

"| know. Hold on to my waist." 

"I like the sound of that.” 

"Don't overtax yourself, loverboy. Come on. Only two stories now." 
More wheezing and grunting. 


"Hate that," Alex whined. "Hate you. Why do you have to be right all the time?" 


lm not right all the time," Geddy retorted, supporting most of Alex's weight as they started on the final 
flight of stairs to the top. "Only when it counts." 


It had been around 2 am. when they got to the hotel, and a yawning night porter refused to unlock the 
elevator for the sake of ‘a pair of dopers'. They were too exhausted to argue and in the end had to take the 
stairs to the fourth floor. It turned out to be an excruciating journey, with Alex leaning upon Geddy's shoulder 
so as not to step on his right foot, shoeless and heavily bandaged. 


"And l'm not a doper," Alex puffed. 


"Really?" Geddy got a better grip around his midsection, helping him master the last few steps. "Could have 


fooled me." 


Alex was still wearing his silky kimono and showy white pants, and his only shoe was high-heeled. The other 
shoe was in Geddy's free hand, its heel broken almost in half. 


"Yeah, like you're the one to talk” 


Indeed, Geddy's outfit was equally impressive. His slightly longer kimono was pale pink and had a nightgownish 
look about it. He was wearing high heels too, and snug leather pants, and a ribbon around his neck. He didn't 
have time to change out of it after Alex tripped over his own legs as he was fooling around backstage after 


the show and had to be taken to the hospital. 


Finally they got to the fourth floor and started shuffling slowly along the dim-lit hallway. Of course, their 
room had to be right at the opposite end, damn the tour manager. It hadn't been a problem when they first 
got here in the morning, but now it meant more sweating and panting. As they reached the door Geddy 
propped Alex against the wall and fished the key out of his pocket. 


"Alright, Lerxst, let's get you inside.” 

Alex slung an arm around his shoulders again and hopped into the room, wincing as the jolting resounded in his 
bad leg. Geddy steered him to his bed and eased him down gently. Alex sank back against the cushion. He was 
drenched in cold sweat. "Why does it always happen to me?" he whined. "Now we'll have to cancel the rest of 
the tour." 

It's only five shows, and your hands are working fine, aren't they? We'll just get you a nice comfy chair.” 


"Bite me." 


Ignoring that remark, Geddy locked the door, kicked off his shoes and undid the ribbon Then he crouched down 
next to Alex and started untying his other shoe. Alex giggled. "Wow, that's service." 


Geddy slapped him on the thigh. Then his fingers gently probed Alex's bandaged foot. "Hurts?" 
"Like a bitch." 


"Well, be glad it's not broken" 


Geddy got up again and stretched out in a thin, graceful arc. "Phew.. You know, Lerxst, you're heavier than you 
look" He yawned. "Come on. Grab your things, I'll help you to the bathroom." 


Alex waved him off with a weak movement of his hand. "You go ahead. I'll just lie here and suffer." 

Geddy shrugged and went over to his own bed. Alex watched him out of the corner of his eye as he 
rummaged in his bag for the toothbrush. Usually the sight of him with his back to Alex, bent at the waist, 
never failed to make Alex horny, but right now he was miserable and felt the need to pick on someone. 


"You could give me the painkiller, it fucking hurts." 


"Sure." Geddy poured him a glass of water and handed him one of the three pills the doctor had given to them. 


"Here you go." 
Alex swallowed the pill. Then he made a face. "Now take me to the bathroom, | need to piss." 


Without complaint, Geddy placed the half-empty glass on the nightstand and hoisted Alex's weight up to get 
him standing. Then they stumbled slowly to the bathroom. 


"And don't look at me," Alex grumbled as he braced himself against the wall and unzipped his pants. 
"Wasn't going to.” 

After he took care of his needs, he brushed his teeth half-heartedly and washed his face, peeking in the 
mirror at Geddy, who was busy making their beds. Damn. Geddy could be bossy in the studio, insufferable 
after he'd smoked one too many joints, and a regular control freak in rehearsals, but he was just the guy 
who'd go out of his way for his ungrateful jerk of a friend if said friend was hurting. 


Alex felt like a pig. 


He tried to hop back into the room, but lost his balance and stepped on the bad foot, hard. Pain shot through 
him like a lightning bolt. He staggered and would have fallen if Geddy hadn't rushed to support him. 


"Easy." 


Alex grabbed at him blindly. The wrenching sensation muffled everything and left him gasping for air. He 
became aware of Geddy practically dragging him to the bed, and as he felt the springy softness of it under 


him, he fell down like a sack of straw. 
"Shit! Sit shit shit—" 


Alex blinked tears out of his eyes and managed to roll onto his back Geddy's face hovered over him, a 


concerned crease between his dark eyebrows. "Lerxst.?" 

"Yeah, l'm.. I'm okay.. | think. Jus‘ gimme a moment.” 

Geddy's face disappeared; there was some rustling, the sound of running water. Alex didn't have the energy to 
look He was lying very still, feeling the throbbing agony in his right ankle slowly ebb. Geddy appeared again, 


helping him sit up, and gave him the glass. "Here, have another pill.” 


Alex swallowed obediently and slumped against the delicate form of his friend. Geddy rubbed his shoulder. 
"Better?" 


"A little" Alex fumbled for Geddy's hand and brought it to his cheek. "Don't go." 
"| need to shower." 


Alex nuzzled his palm. "You smell fine to me." 


Geddy smacked him slightly on the side of the head. "And | need to brush my teeth, you selfish brat. I'll be 


back soon" 


Alex sighed, let go of his hand and resigned himself to waiting. He didn't really feel like doing anything that 
would involve him moving his ankle, so he just lay there, counting tiles in the ceiling. No sooner than he'd done 
it four times (and got four different numbers), Geddy emerged out of the bathroom, smelling of soap and 


mint. He'd shed his kimono and pants and was now wearing only his boxer shorts and a towel around his neck. 
He leaned down to ruffle Alex's hair tenderly. "How are you doing?" 


Alex ran his hands up Geddy's sinewy arms, enjoying the tickle of the little hairs. "| want to hold you, and kiss 


every inch of you, and fuck you senseless." 


Geddy chuckled. "You better save your energy, tiger. You need to recover." He placed his arms under Alex's 


armpits and pulled him up. "And now let's get you undressed" 
Alex allowed him to peel off his kimono and tight pants and fold them neatly on the chair. The throbbing pain in 
his ankle dulled somewhat; he swam in a soft haze, relishing Geddy's clean smell and the warmth of his naked 


skin. 


Geddy helped him get under the covers and pulled them up to his chin. Then he placed a little kiss on his lips. 


"Night, Lerxst.” 

"Please don't go." Alex caught his hands again "Sleep here in my bed tonight?" 
"We can't do anything, you know," Geddy warned. 

"No, | don't mean like that. Just.. stay with me, okay? | want to hold you close.” 
Geddy rolled his eyes affectionately. "Okay then," he said and tried to get up. 
"Wait, where are you going?" 

"To turn off the light," he answered patiently. 


Alex waited for him to flip the switch, and as Geddy crawled into bed next to him, Alex wrapped his arms 
around him and snuggled his face into the hollow of Geddy's throat. "| love you, you know," he muttered. 


"Wow. Aren't we mushy tonight.” 


Alex didn't answer. He just rested his cheek against Geddy's collarbone and closed his eyes, contented. He felt 


Geddy's hand brush his hair as he drifted off to sleep. 


